The Tragedie 

Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hefheweth 
This found I on my tent this morning. bint a paper. 

Jockey of Nor folks be not ft bold , 

For Dickon thy m a fleets bought and fold. 

Kino.. A thing cl eu lied by the cnernie. 

Go Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules.* 
Contcience is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifd at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our if long armes be our confcience fwords ,our lawc. 
March on, ioynebrauely ,let vs to it pell mell. 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand tohell. 

His Oration to his Hr mie. 

What fhall 1 fay more then 1 haueinferd? 

Remember whom you are to cope witball, 

A fort of vagabonds,rafcols and runawai es, 

A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pef.ints. 

Whom their orecloied country vomits forth, 

T o defperate aduentures and aflurd definition, 

You fleeping fafc,they bring you to vnreft, 

Y ou hauing iandsand blefl with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one.diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow ? 

Long keptin Brittaine at our mothers coif, 

A milkeiopt.one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe If raglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe faniifhtbcggerswearie of their liues, 
Whobutfordreamingon this fondexployt, 

For want ofmeans poore rats had hangd themielacs, 

If we be conquered,! et men conquer vs. 

And not thefe baffard Brittains whom ourfathers 
Haue in their owne land bcafen,bobd and thumpt, 

And in record left them theheires of/hame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with our wiues J 
Rauifh our d aughters , harkc I heare their drum, 

Fight Gentlemen of England,fightboldlyyco»ncn, 


of Richard the third. 

Draw archers d raw.you r a rro wes to the head, 

Spur your proud horfes hard.and ride in bloud. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ffaues, 

Whatfaics lord Stanley,will he bring his power? 

Mef. Myford.hedoth denieto come, 

King. OfFwith his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My lord, the ehemie is part the mar/h. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand halts are great within my boforae 
Aduance ourffandards,let vpon our foes. 1 

Our ancient word of courage fare faint George 
Infpirc vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

V pon them, vitorie firs on our helmes. Exeunt. 

Hlarum.excurfions .Enter (fatesbie. 

C atef. Refcevv my lord of Norffblke,refcew,rcfcew, 
Thekirjg enacts more wonders thena man. 

Daring an oppofite to eucrie danger. 

His horfeis fiaine.and all on footc he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refccw faire lord, or elfe the day is loft. 

Enter Djchard. 

Am. A horfe,a horfc,mv kingdomfor a horfe. 

Catef Withdraw my lord,ile helpeyou to a liorfe. 

A tng. SLaue I haue fet my life vpon a calf. 

And J will ffand the hazard of the die, 

J thinkc there be fixeRichmondsintheficld, 

rine haue I flaine-to daygirl (lead of him, 

Ahorfe.a horfe, my kingdomefora horfe. . 

Marnm.Enter Richard andRichmond, they fght , Richards is 
flamy hen retratt being founded. Enter Rtchmod , Flat by. be *, 
ring the cr atone;, with other Lords 

“ *■***"*> 

Horn the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

Sf* pacethy browcSK 'Si i 

> earett,emoy it,and make much of it. 




Ktcb< 
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